Outside the window was a                tree^ but it was not

ia bloom yet^ nor had the honeysuckle
the garden                               this would be

from here she could overlook the garden, could

upon Cape jasmine and syringa and callacanthus
where the          lay upon their bronze and yet unflow-

sieepj an|i upon other shoots and graftings from
the far-away Carolina               she had known as a

girl

Just beyond the corner^ from the invisible kitchen^
Elnora^s voice welled in mellow, falling suspense* "Alt
folks talkin' 9bout heaven ain't gwine dar," Elnora
sangj and presently she and Simon emerged into the
moonlight and took the path to Simon's cabin below
the barn. Simon had fired his cigar at last, and the evil
smoke of it trailed behind him, fading. But when they
had gone the rank pungency of it seemed still to linger
within the sound of the crickets and of the frogs upon
the silver air, mingled and blended inextricably with
the dying fall of Elnora^s Yoke: aAl folks talkin*
5bout heaven ain5t gwine dar."

His cigar was cold9 and he moved and a match
from his waistcoat and relit it and braced his feet again
upon the railing^ and again the drifting sharpness of
tobacco lay along the windless currents of the silver
airs straying and fading slowly with locust-breaths
the ceaseless fairy reiteration of crickets and frogs.
There was a mocking-bird somewhere down the valley,
and after a while another sang from the magnolia at
the corner of the garden fence. An automobile passed
along the smooth valley roads slowed for the railway
crossing* then sped on* Before the sound of It had